restaurants where yoii could have an enormous meal for"
a shilling. I left the two men on the pavement beneath
my lodgings, our plans still undecided at nine o'clock,
as I ran upstairs to change my stockings, and then we
all piled giggling into a hansom for a destination of
which we were even yet unsure. I had begun to be
very vain about my appearance. I wore printed cotton
frocks with very tight belts and tried experiments with
my hair that varied from a femme fatale Eton crop
with long earrings to an ingenue plastered fringe. And
every morning, as soon as I got up, I would stare at my-
self for minutes together in the long glass.
Maurice, when he got me by myself, told me he
didn't approve of my going out alone with Victor. "He
won't get you anywhere/' he said. *'He won't marry
you; he5s not that kind." When we were together, the-
two never quarrelled, so I put the advice down to jealousy
and disregarded it. In the intervals in the theatre and
over the dinner table Victor was telling me little about
his life. There was his boyhood in the little village in-
land from Riga, with the green plain rolling without
limit to the east and the sea out of sight on the opposite
horizon. He told me of how the vet came round to
castrate horses, and the children, who had discovered
there was a hole in the stable wall, used to take turns
looking through it at the operation. He told me that
when a single house caught fire it meant that the whole
village burned down while frenzied peasants ran help-
lessly to the only well for futile buckets of water. Then
there was his voyage to England and his stay in the tall,
gloomy house of an aunt and uncle who were carpet
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